* The First Campaign *
sun, which had shone all day, was hanging now on the
crest of the palm-trees, throwing immense shadows
across the road. Its slanting rays struck the gates and
towers of Pagan, the pinnacles of hundreds of shrines,
pagodas and monasteries. The gold leaf with which
most of them were covered flashed back the light, un-
til it seemed that the title, the Golden City, was but a
plain statement of fact. Though Yazathingyan had
lived there from infancy, it had never seemed to him
more beautiful, it had never seemed so imposing, such
an august capital. He was deeply thankful to be back.

His interview with Narathihapate, which followed
at once, took place in one of the private rooms. The
King was in a peculiar state of mind. Still very anxious
about what the rebels might do, he was impatient to
see Yazathingyan, though he dreaded the humiliation
which the interview implied. The fact was that he had
received a grave mental wound. To protect himself
against an aggravation of that wound, he received his
minister as if he had returned from an official tour of
inspection on the southern frontiers. The exile was not
alluded to; he was asked for a report on the Duke of
Martaban's preparations. The military dilemma was
sketched and his advice solicited. Yazathingyan ob-
served the comedy and gave his solution. He was asked
to put it into execution, being invested, in addition to
the restored office of Chief Minister, which he was as-
sumed not to have vacated, with the command-in-chief
of the whole army. No reference was made to the seiz-
ure of his estates, it being insinuated that they had never
been confiscated.

Yazathingyan left the palace very satisfied with his
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